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the wounded, and the groans of the dying! Two of
the patrol were killed on the spot, and. lay drenched in
the warm blood that so lately flowed through their
yeins. Another with his arm broken and otherwise
wounded, lay groaning and helpless, beside the fallen
slaves, who had sold their lives so dearly. Another of
his fellows was found at a short distance, mortally
wounded and about to bid adieu to life. In the yard
lay the keeper of the horses, a stiffened corpse. Six
of the slaves were killed and two wounded.

It would be impossible to convey to the minds of
northern people, the alarm and perfect consternation
that the above circumstance occasioned in that commu-
nity. The knowledge of its occurrence was carried
from one plantation to another, as on the wings of the
wind; exaggerated accounts were given, and pro-
phecies of the probable result made, until the excite-
ment became truly fearful. Every cheek was blanch-
ed and every frame trembled when listening to the
tale, that "insurrection among the slaves had commenc-
ed on the plantation of Col. Alexander; that three or
four of the patrol had been killed, &c." The day af-
ter, people flocked from every quarter, armed to the
teeth, swearing vengeance on the defenceless slaves.
Nothing can teach plainer than this, the constant and
tormenting fear in which the slaveholder lives, and
yet he repents not of his deeds.

The kind old Colonel was placed in the most dim-unding planta-led with a
